Wheels and Butterflies

ruined castle lit up, the bridge across the river
dropping ; those two Oxford ladies did find them-
selves in the garden of the Petit Trianon with
Marie Antoinette and her courtiers, see that garden
as those saw it; the gamekeeper did hear those
footsteps the other night that sounded like the
footsteps of a stag where stag has not passed
these hundred years* All about us there seems to
start up a precise inexplicable teeming life, and the
earth becomes once more, not in rhetorical metaphor,
but in reality, sacred.
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